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As she, who knew the falsehood of her Jove,
And justly feared some new relapse of love;       855
Which to prevent, and to secure her care,
To trusty Argus she commits the fair.

The head of Argus (as with stars the skies,)
Was compassed round, and wore an hundred eyes.
But two by turns their lids in slumber steep;      860
The rest on duty still their station keep;
Nor could the total constellation sleep.
Thus, ever present to his eyes and mind,
His charge was still before him, though behind.
In fields he suffered her to feed by day;               865

But, when the setting sun to night gave way,
The captive cow he summoned with a call,
And drove her back, and tied her to the stall.
On leaves of trees and bitter herbs she fed,
Heaven was her canopy, bare eartli her bed,        870
So hardly lodged; and, to digest her food,
She drank from troubled streams, defiled with

mud.

Her woful story fain she would have told,
With hands upheld, but had no hands to hold.
Her head to her ungentle keeper bowed,              875

She strove to speak; she spoke not, but she lowed;
Affrighted with the noise, she looked around,
And seemed to inquire the author of the sound.

Once on the banks where often she had played,
(Her   father's   banks,)   she   came,   and   there

surveyed                                                          880

Her altered visage, and her branching head ;
And starting from herself, she would have fled.
Her fellow-nymphs, familiar to her eyes,
Beheld, but knew her not in this disguise.
Even Inachus himself was ignorant;                    335

And in his daughter did his daughter want.
She followed where her fellows went, as she
Were still a partner of the company: